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The mother was suffering the shock of what she had
just been through; she could hardly breathe and felt a
sharp pain in her chest.
"Don't worry about me," she muttered. But her whole
being craved attention—kind, comforting attention.
Nikolai came out of the next room and she saw that
his hand was bandaged. With him was the doctor, Ivan
Danilovich, dishevelled and bristling like a hedgehog.
He went straight to Ivan and bent over him.
"Water," he said. "A lot of water. And some cotton
wool and clean linen/'
The mother started towards the kitchen, but Nikolai
took her by the arm and led her into the dining-room.
"That was said to Sophia, not to you," he said gently.
"I'm afraid you're upset, aren't you, my dear?"
When the mother met his searching, sympathetic eyes,
she could no longer control herself.
"Oh, what has happened!" she sobbed. "They slashed
at people, cut them	"
"I saw it," said Nikolai with a nod as he gave her a
glass of wine. "Both sides lost their heads. But don't let
it worry you. They struck with the flat of their swords.
Only one person was seriously wounded, it seems. I saw
it happen, and was able to pull him out of the scuffle."
The mother was soothed by Nikolai's voice, and by
the light and warmth of the room. She looked at him
gratefully.
"Did they strike you too?" she asked.
"I think I did that myself—carelessly knocked my
hand against something or other and took the skin off.
Here, have some tea. It's cold out and you aren't
dressed very warmly."
She reached for the cup and noticed that her fingers
were covered with dry blood. Instantly she dropped her
hand into her lap. Her skirt was damp. Her brows shot
up and she opened her eyes wide, as she stared at her
fingers. Her heart pounded and she felt dizzy.
"Pavel too—they might do the same thing to him!"

